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Thou sighest.   Speak!   0 let me hear thy sounds!

Entrust them to the air's swift messengers,

Or else my mouth shall fetch them from thy lips!

The appearance of Absyrtus interrupts the spell which
the god-like Jason has thrown over Medea. She stays the
hand of her brother, who is about to strike down the
stranger. Unknown to herself, love for Jason from now
on fills her soul. Her nurse and her attendants find her
listless and tearful. Medea confides her adventure to
Gora, but insists that it was Heimdar, the god of the
deep, who appeared to her in the guise of a young hero.
Jason, in an interview with j^etes, tells him the object of
his mission. He has been sent by his uncle Pelias, King
of Thessaly, to demand the return of the golden fleece.
^Eetes haughtily refuses, but presses upon Jason a cheer-
ing cup, in token of hospitality. Medea presents it to the
stranger, but when she recognizes Jason in him, she utters
a cry of horror, warning him against the poisoned draught,
and thus saving his life for the second time. Medea still
professes to share her father's undying hatred of the in-
vaders and their leader. She refuses to admit to the im-
petuous Jason, who reads the secret of her heart, that she
returns his passion. He leads her back to her father.
Jason.

Now, king, prepare thee for the deadly struggle!

The ties are severed that have held me captive;

Dispelled forever is the fond delusion

That lamed each sinew and repressed the deed.

As back to thee I give her thou embracest,

So from me cast I peace, and now breathe war.

Prepare thee, king!   At stake are Jife and fate!

(To Medea.) her re-
